The T fagedy 

But tell me, isyomg:George Stanley Huing?- 
Bar, He is my Lord, and fafe in LeSter tovvne. 
Whether ift pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 
i^/V/j.VVhat men of name are flaine on eyther fide >- 
JohH D-uke efJVorfolke, Walter Lord Ferris A. ’ 

R obert Brokenbury , ■ fir William Brandm, 

Bich. Inter their bodies as become their births* • 
Proclaimea pardon to the fouldiers fled, 

That in fubmiffion will returne to vs. 

And then as \ye haue tane the Sacrament, 

VVe willvnitethe white rofe and the.red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniundlfon. 

That long hath frown’d vpon their emnity . 

W hat tray tor hearts me,and fayes not Ainen? 

England hath long bin mad, and fcard her felfe. 

The b»oiher blindly flied the brothers blood. 

The father rallily flaughtcred his owne fonne. 

The fonnecompeld,beingbutc!>ertothdaiher. 

All this d'mdtdYorkeiind. Lancaster 
Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let B^chmondfind. Eliz^abeth, 

The true fuccecders of each royall houle, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together^ 

And Jet their heircs (God if they will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac t peace 
With frniling plenty arid faire. pro Ipcrous 3aies, 

Abate the edge of traytors gracious Lord 
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes aga'ine, 

And make poore Snglmd weepe in ftreames of blood, , 
iet themnOt line to tafle this lands increafe, 

That would with treafon wound tlus faire lands peace. 

NoweiuiJi wounds are ftopt, peace liuesagaine. 

That Ibe may long liue here, God ay Amen, . 






